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just as it had done in the old healthy days when he
saw a woman who pleased him. She brought out the
boxes with the collars. Their hands touched. A
delicious shiver of affection and desire and the
anticipation of someone comforting him again (so
that his head lay on those firm breasts and those
long fingers with the blood-red nails caressed his
hair) ran down his spine. Then, before he actually
saw, he was aware that someone was staring. A
male assistant in a black tail-coat. An elderly female
assistant. He looked in front of him at the glass on
the other side of the counter and there were eyes
everywhere. Eyes. Eyes. Eyes.

He dropped the collar-box that he was holding
and, almost knocking down a woman with her child,
stumbled into the street.

He turned up the hill towards the Cathedral.
The pale autumn sun, released from its thin
provoking bondage, turned the nave floor into froth
and spume of colour, for on these days of faint sun-
light the colours of the window soaked the floor,
filling with purple and dark cherry and oyster-white
the hollows where feet had worn the stone away,
the brasses, the pale honey-coloured shadows that
a stiff memorial tomb could throw. Above these
bloomy shades the great church hung airy, cold and
empty.

Michael knew how empty it was to-day. He
stood staring at the * Virgin and Children * window,
his ears cocked as though he were an animal
hiding in the brushwood from the hunters. The
colours of this window, always more vividly alive
on a day of mild sunshine than in a brilliant flood of
light, caught Michael's heavy fleshy body and trans-